"John Inglesant"              161

There are, of course, a great many sensible and
strong-minded people who object to this whole
attitude, who insist that we should be our own plain
selves, and wear no mask in literature or in religion.
These people would have had Shorthouse remember
that he was a manufacturer of vitriol (a quaint fact
which, I think, Mrs. Shorthouse never happens to
mention), " behaving as such" quite prosaically
wherever the wealth of Birmingham was gathered
together. But, as the poet pathetically puts it, " the
world is full of a number of things," and oceans of
sulphuric acid will be poured out before we have
another visionary dreamer like the author of " John
Inglesant" His sequestered existence, which would
have made him earth-bound if he had not lifted
himself on the wings of fancy, concentrated his
peculiarities and intensified a sort of exquisite pro-
vinciality. Shorthouse was very modest, with a due
self-consciousness of merit; he was very simple,
with a certain love of pomp and artifice ; he clung to
a sense of the importance of beauty as a safeguard
against what was small and tiresome in daily life.
It would be an exaggeration to put Shorthouse in
the forefront of the authors of the nineteenth century.
His work is not copious enough and not spontaneous
enough for that. But he had a real talent for care-
fully studied and delicately harmonious prose, and
for that kind of painstaking literary harlequinade
which we call pastiche.                                        ;}

It is customary to say that the present generation
has forgotten Shorthouse. If that is true, let it be
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